Filiations with the Metaphysicals
Poems like This Corruptible, in which the Mind, the Heart, and
the Soul discourse upon the dissolution of the body with that
fusion of sensuous and intellectual ardour that is essentially
metaphysical; 0 Virtuous Light, with its desperate acknowledg-
ment of the mystic's danger; and the superb Birthday Sonnet,
composed most fittingly the day before her death, offer fur-
ther support to her alliance with that inquisitorial lover and
passionate priest.
No less sensitive a craftsman than Mrs. Wylie, but one
more inclined to employ the methods of symbolism, is that
rare and fastidious poet, Le'onie Adams. Her vocabulary and
her lyricism seem to derive rather from Yeats than from
Donne, although she is a student of the latter. The natural
scene, meadow or woodland, and its wild life, the mutable
architecture of the clouds, figure in her verse more frequently
than such moons as may fill the bowls of silver spoons, or the
beauty that
sets its sandal on a London roof
And takes polluted Thames to be its mirror.
But her acute response to that spectacle of which man is
neither the artificer nor the participant, but merely the be-
holder, makes her no less a metaphysical poet. Her mind, like
MarvelPs, is capable of
Annihilating all that's made
To a green Thought in a green Shade.
Her soul, like his,
into the boughs does glide:
There like a Bird it sits, and sings,
Then whets, and combs its silver Wings;
And, till prepar'd for longer flight,.
Waves in its Plumes the various Light.
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